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And turn and dream, or fall 

To comfort with my pack of bones, 

And know of nothing at all! 

Yes, never know at all 

If prowlers mew or bark, 

Nor wonder if it's three o'clock 

Or four o'clock of the dark. 

When the longer shades have fallen 
And the last weariness 
Has brought the sweetest gift of life, 
The last forgetfulness, 

If a sound as of old leaves 

Stir the last bed I keep, 

Then say, my dears: "It's old Lizette- 

She's turning in her sleep." 

THE ANCIENT SINGER 

The wonder of our century! 
They sing it stave on stave, 
They sing it loud, they sing it long, 
New voices, voices brave. 

The ring of it, the thrill of it, 
Is over every sea; 
And some are great enough to sing, 
And some have missed the key. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

But I must be content to stand 
Upon an old highway, 
And sing the sleeping centuries 
Whose dreams are towers today. 

MRS. MALOOLY 

Mrs. Malooly has gone to her rest, 
Who scrubbed Manhattan's marble aisles. 
She has forgotten, forgotten, forgotten 
The mop and broom 
And the patterned tiles. 

Mrs. Malooly has gone to her rest 

In the smooth-dug loam, to a rest so deep 

She has forgotten, forgotten, forgotten 

The unmade bed 

And the whiskey sleep. 

THE ILEX TREE 

What spirit touched the faded lambrequin, 
And slept? The doorway's lintel, ambered, rosed 
With age, overlooks a stunted ilex tree 
Grown in the middle path. Its branches guard 
The house in silence, or with green dark gesture 
Spreading protection, whisper pleadingly: 
"The past is asleep behind the lambrequin. 
Do not go in. The door is closed." 

Agnes Lee 

[I3Q] 



